


The Chronicle Hi ft or it 

Flew. I out of queftion or doubt ,ot ambiguities 
Y ou raufl byte* 

Ptft. Good good. 

Flew. 1 Leckes arc good, Antient Ptttoll. 

There is a {hilling for you to hcalc your bloody coxkome, 
PtB. Me a fliilling. 

Flew. If you wili not take it, 

I liauc an other Lc'ekefor you. 

Ptft. I take thy (hilling in earned of reconing. 

Flew. Iflowe you any thing,i!c pay you in cudgels, 

You flialbc a woodmonger, 

And I5y cudgels, God bwv you, 

Antient TiftollG od bleflc you, 

And heale your broken pate. 

Antient Pistol/, if you fee Lcekes an other time, 

Mocke at them, that is all : God b wy you. 

Exit Flewellen, 

Tift. All hell (hall ftir for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwy e with me now t 
Is honour cudgeld from my warlike lines? 

Well France farwell,newcs haue 1 certainly 
That Doll is fickc. One mallydie of France, 

The warres affordeth nought,homc will I trug. 

Bawd will I turne,and vfe the fly tc of hand • 

To England will I fteale, 

And there lie deal e. 

And patches will I get vnto thefe skarres. 

And fwcarcl gattheminthe Gallia wanes. ^ v/V Pljloll. 

Enter at one cfoore,the King 0 /England and his Lords, ^ f 
the other doore, the King France, $tte«ne Katherine, 
Duke of Burbon,4»d others. 

• Hanj . Peace to this meeting, wherefore we arc 


of Henry theft ft. 

Andto our brother France, Faire time ofday* 

Fairc health vnto our lonely coufe* Katherm, 

And as a branch, and member of this flock: 

We do falute you Duke of 'Burgondte. 

W Fran Brother of England, right loyous are we to behold 
Your face.fo are we Princes Englilh eueryone. 

Duks With pardon vnto both your mightines. 

Let it not difpleafe you, if I demaund 
What rub or bar hath thus far bindred you, 

To keepe you from the gentle fpcech of peace i 
Har. If Duke of Bnrgondy, you wold haue peace. 

You muft buy that peace. 

According as we haue drawne our articles. 

Fran. Webauebutwithacurfcnaryeye, 

Orcviewd them plcafeth your Grace, 

To let fume of) our Counfell fit with vs. 

We fliall tetutne our peremptory anfwere. 

Har. Go Lords,and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwere backe. 

Yef leaue our coulen Katherine here behind. 

France. Wuhall our hearts. 

Exit King and the Lor ds. Manet, Htryfathc- 
tme,andthe Gentleweman, 

Hate . Now Kate, you haue a blunt wooer here 
Left with you. 

If I could win thee at leapfrog. 

Or with vawting with my armour on my backc* 

Into my (acidic. 

Without brag be it fpoken, 

Idcnrike compare with any • 

But Icauing that Kate , 

If r hou takefl me now, 

Thouflbalt haue me at the words 

G And 
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